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A NOTE FROM: 


: 
THE Art DIRECTOR: soommare) 


Hi there. My name is Susan. I’m not affiliated with — 
Student Review in any way but my roommate is. Her 
name is Gabby and she’s an art goddess. That’s why 
I’m writing the editor’s note this week. I can’t draw. As 
a matter of fact if I even think of doing anything cre- 
ative my head starts to swim, my stomach cramps up, _ 
and I feel just like I did in 7th grade: exposed, pitiful, 
naked, and vulnerable. So you can imagine my distress 
when I realized that I had promised, in what must be 
the most incontrovertibly valid example of momentary 
insanity ever, to make the flyers to advertise the annual 
Honor’s Bagel Bash. (That’s Tuesday, March 21, 7:00 
p.m., 321 MSRB.) Actually, I wasn’t insane; I was just 
planning on having my ultra-talented roommate do 
them for me and then claiming all the glory for myself. 
But she’s having a hell-week: two sculptures and three 
paintings to do, twenty pages of back journal entries to 
invent, a new love interest to stress over, and this 
editor’s note to write. As you can see we’ve made a 
swap. - 

And that’s the topic of this column: Hhomewere 
trading. Notice I didn’t say cheating, copying, or 
anything else that would be a violation of the honor 
code. That’s because homework trading is not a viola- _ 
tion of any moral or ethical standard. It’s just good 
business. In recent years we’ve all watched some of the. 
world’s largest socialist, centrally planned economies — 
disintegrate, collapse and be replaced by good, whole- 
some market economies. I’m sure that if a poll were 
taken at BYU we'd find the vast majority of adminis- _ 
trators, students, and faculty wildly in favor of this 
change. This fact leaves me confused. I can’t imagine — 
why the administrators of BY U (good Republicans all) 
have yet to eliminate the regulations prohibiting free- _ 
market trade in homework. Perhaps they’re worried 
about some particularly bright students cornering the 
market, charging exorbitant fees, and thus leaving 
students too poor to buy tickets to all those swinging 
BYUSA dances. Fortunately, I’ve come up witha — 
solution: no money can be exchanged, just homework. — 
One paper for one exam. One flyer for one editor’s 
note. 4 
Gabby and I have taken it upon ciuselves to make a — 
test run of this program and are quite pleased with the — 
results. The Bagel Bash flyer looks great (that’s Tues- 
day, March 21, 7:00 p.m., 321 MSRB). This note, 
however, has no resemblance whatsoever to the usually 
informative and pertinent Student Review editor’s 
notes. But that’s OK, I made up the difference to 
Gabby with a king-sized Caramello. 


Susan Hamilton 


Art Director’s Note: Thank you, Susan. 


STAFFPERSON OF THE WEE 


This week we send out a special thanks to William Carey our ad 
guy. Without ads this paper could not exist, making William a very 
important part of the process. Us without him i is like Conrflakes 
without the milk 


LooK ouT Provo THEY'RE CooL! 


} kay-—so, I hear there’s 
this new band on the. 
£ Provo tip and they 


actually think they can play punk — 


_ music, so I think I’ll check ‘em 
out. So, I hop on over to Pier 59 
where they are playing and try 
and check “em out. For those 
who are not knowing, Pier 59 is a 
couple houses down from what 
used to be Pier 54, and they have 

a lot of parties their which often 
feature local music. When I got 
there, Black Eyed Susan was 
playing—not at all badly either. 
They were kind of reminiscent of 
Mary’s Danish, and I liked it. 

’ The singer has a beautiful voice. 
Next up—the Vickers. For those 
not knowing, Vicker’s was a steel 
plant during the war that supplied 
our good men with the necessary 


tools for destruction. Unlike many 


Provo bands, there’s a story 
behind the name here. So, they 
come off really cocky, like the 
jerks that they are, and yes, 


MELANEE HUNT 


cover (Steppin’ Stone) was 
absolutely beautiful. So, after the 


’ ME: So, describe your music 


for me. 

CHAZ: We’re just hard-core 
punk rock. Not like Green Day 
or Offspring or crap like that. 
ME: Do you do a lot of covers? 
CHAZ: Yeah, sorta. 

ME: What does that mean? 
CHAZ: Well, we used the 
covers to get off the ground, but 
we enjoy doing originals more. 
The covers we do are pretty 
obscure. 

ME: Tell me how cool you are. 
RYAN: Oh, I think we’re cool 
and all, but we’re not doing 
anything that hasn’t been done, 
it’s just needed here nowadays 
with all the crap going on. 

ME: So, what are you guys 
doing right now? 

RYAN: We’re all BYU 
students. All clean cut Ameri- 
can kids, and very patriotic at 
that. We promote the circle 
mosh. No puzzle crap. 

ME: So, did you guys all grow 


qo SC 


Stop 
the insanity! 


Friday nights were not 
meant to be boring! 


Please...Save yourself! 


Friday, March 24th 
151 TNRB 
7:30 ($2) and 9:15 ($3) 


Now you can hire The Garrens P.S. There are only a few 
for your own parties, activities, 
and other assorted fun things 


that people get together to do. 


shows left this semester! 


Info Hotline: 379-8888 


a message from 


show, while equipment is being 
carried away, I stop a couple of 
the guys—namely Chaz, the bassist 
and Ryan, the guitarist-to ask 
them a few questions. They 
kicked down the following: 


up together? 

RYAN: Adam and Jess and I 
are all from the same area. We 
met Chaz up here and he was 
such a stud, he’s so cool, we 
couldn’t do without him. Adam 


they’re actually doing punk. The 
sounds are raging and angst- 
driven, but the guys are smiling. 
They’re having fun. Quite 
_ impressive. The last song—a 
noteworthy Minor Threat covered 


ARRENS 


COMEDY TROUPE 


—  ———s Stop THE INSANITY 


un DK 


dekt MELANEE HUNT 


“Wt was a Saturday night, and a dull one at that, so I figured I’d check the scene at Mama’s Cafe, the 
[scons local band gallery. A friend of mine from back home was visiting, and I was hoping to impress 

_ her, but I had no such luck. 

We arrived at Mama’s at about 9:30. The opening band was My Dog Has Fleas. Now, there’s a lot to be 
said for a band’s name, I’m just not sure what those things are. Usually though, you can somewhat tell the 
type of music by the band’s name, i.e., Bad Religion, Fugazi, Mazzy Star-you can guess what tone their 
music will take. I was completely baffled as to what this band or its follow-up, ADAM would sound like. I 
assumed either ska or top 40 alternative, since those are the two prevailing types of bands formed here in the 

_____ illustrious town of Provo, 
Utah. 

Although I would have 

e preferred the former, I got 
a the latter. However, being 
a musical connoisseur, and 

having somewhat varied 
tastes, I kept both my ears 
and mind open-for and 
hour—then an hour and a 
half-but when it came on 
two hours of this local 
venue, my mind closed as 
well as my ears, and my 
7— eyes. I had a band-ache. 
& Now, I have seen their 
flyers, so I presumed this 
_ was not their first performance on the night of February 11, but the way they behaved made me think 
differently. Most of their songs were covers of the Stone Temple Pilots variety. It was bad enough that so 
much of the material was borrowed, but the fact that in-between songs the singer took his time to explain that 
it was a cover and that we might recognize it just pissed me off. Even at big name shows when the singer 
talks a lot it pisses me off. I didn’t come to hear a monologue. [also didn’t come to hear a noteworthy band 
_ like Sublime cheapened by imitation, or to see 2 hours of an opening band. 

Granted, the band does have a lot of talent. Every durned member. And the singer does have a good 
-enough-voice to cover STP, but I couldn’t stand to watch them. The singer’s mannerisms were unexplain- 
able. I think he was trying to hold his arm up or something; he just cupped his hand under his elbow the 
whole time, cradling it. It was just weird, wacky stuff. 

Finally, after about two hours, ADAM comes on. They came out in wigs and obnoxious clothing that 

_ told me they were trying to incorporate a comedy routine to compensate for their lack of musical talent. Of 
course, this is probably completely unfounded because after 2 hours of a band I was tired of listening to (1 


- don’t even listen to 2 hours of the same band at home), I had closed my mind and ears. I didn’t want to en NY ce [ ; f bs 


_ listen any more. I left with my friend (who was almost passed out due to lack of musical nutrition) after only 

~ hearing 2 songs. True, I didn’t give them much of a chance, but it just didn’t look good to let the openers TU IDE N ai 
: play so long and then get up and tell the crowd who came to see you that you have to hurry through a 25 

minute set because Mama’s has to close for the night. Sorry, guys, but like the commercial says, YOU 


1. 
_ NEVER GET A SECOND CHANCE TO MAKE A FIRST IMPRESSION. 
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FALLOUT FROM Recent BYUSA 
ELECTIONS DiscoveRED! 


Ciark J. McBribe 


ae es 
(Wo DRINKING| 
WITHOUT WRITTEN 


PERMISSION 
= nee 


bullets that riddled the dorms and spontaneous tank fire that ignited vehicles throughout the East 

parking lot. General Bret Baird of the BYUSA Service-to-Go contingent commented, “Whatever 
Heir McDougal wants, he gets, and if those so-called ‘students’ think they can put up some signs, sing 
Kombiyah and drink Kool-Aid on BYUSA controlled grounds without being executed immediately, they 
are in for an education.” Baird was referring to BYUSA president Rob McDougal and his self-indulging 
agenda. 

“We felt that power is useless if it isn’t being used,” explained President McDougal, “therefore I’m 
taking charge and putting down my iron lung, er, I mean fist!” The latest move by BYUSA is the banning 
of specific jeans that are deemed to be too “snug” and revealing. Instead, students are encouraged to wear 
sweatpants or a new brand of jeans developed by McDougal called, “Baggy A Jeans.” McDougal wouldn’t 
comment on the fact that he owns a large share of stock in Baggy A Jeans, but did comment on the perks of 
being a BYUSA representative. “We get to wear crotch enhancing pants and regular tight-fitting jeans. 
Also, we’ ve opened the Wilk at night for representatives who want to snack for free at the expense of 
students.” Regarding plans for the future, McDougal commented, “I haven’t seen a lot of fear in bikers 
around here and that’s going to change. And if people think they can drink water out of my drinking 
fountains without a hall pass they are sadly mistaken, I’m taking names and numbers and I mean business!” 

Whether the current population of BYU students will continue to live under the harsh dictatorship of the 
Fuhrer, er, President McDougal remains to be seen. The new Baggy A Jeans will be on sale in the Book- 
store starting next Saturday and anyone caught wearing tight-fitting jeans will face the wrath of the BYU 
Registration Clerks Association who’ ve been told to execute after the second offense. On a brighter note, 
the new administration has already reported that class sizes will be shrinking substantially throughout the 
semester and the amount of paper used by Standards will be falling drastically due to the new easy access 
execution laws. 

Chemistry professors throughout the campus applauded the new aggressiveness of BYUSA and re- 
minded President McDougal that too many students are getting through their department without a neces- 
sary and quite rewarding body cavity search. Professor J. Cannon, who spoke on condition on anonymity, 
said he hoped he could personally perform the body cavity searches. 


FH riday morning, students opposed to a BYUSA dominated campus were treated to a swift volley of 


"10:15 a.m. “My mother 
“TNRB. | divorced her 
"Fast and ‘ther 


: “feeling 
Testi peace about doing 


MOny what is wrong 
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*Mar. 5: wrong choices.” 
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BRUSHES WITH LAME 


Really! I was on assignment for Grid magazine 

(motto: we don’t compete with Student Review, so 
it’s OK to mention us) and was sent to listen to a speech 
by former Atlanta Braves slugger and BYU alum Dale 
Murphy. While I’ve never been a rabid baseball fan, I 
must admit to being more than a bit impressed by Mr. 
Murphy. He was polite, down-to-earth, a good role 
model, and really tall. If you’ ve never seen just how tall 
Dale Murphy is, go to Alpine (his new home) and check 
it out. 

Anyway, I got an article and an autograph out of the 
whole thing, as well as a free dinner. But I also left the 
event with a sinking feeling. I realized that I will never 
be the National League MVP, never be asked to sign a 
baseball card, and never be 6’ 5”—even if I wore 
special shoes. That’s the problem with meeting really 
famous people, they remind you that you really aren’t 
too important. I experienced similar feelings when I saw 
the exceedingly tall supermodel Angie Everheart in a 
Barcelona train station. In the amount of time it took me 
to drool and then not say “hi” she had made more 
money than I will for the rest of my life. 

The worst brush with fame came when I found 
myself face to face with the biggest idol I have, who is 
not a member of the BYU administration, Dave Barry. 
Yup, I got to meet the man who inspired me to write for 
Student Review. I was blown away, even though he 
wasn’t all that tall. 

I heard of Dave’s speaking engagement at USU a 
week before the fact and I actually had nightmares about 
the event. Really, I dreamt that Dave was sitting in my 
living room and my parents were reading some of my 
old columns to him. I think I was wearing nothing but 
Spiderman underoos while this all happened, but that’s 
really not important. What was important was that Dave 
hated everything my parents read to him. He would say 
things like, “So people think this stuff is funny?” 
Naturally, I was terrified and relieved when I woke. 
(Note to psychology majors: Dave was well over six 
feet tall in this dream.) 

As you can imagine, I was a mess as I drove to 
Logan, but I managed to find the Utah State University 
auditorium without wrecking my car or anything like 
that. Dave gave a wonderful speech about boogers or 
something, then he stayed to sign autographs. I knew 
what I had to do. With palms sweating and hands 
shaking, I waited in line with a copy of Dave Barry’s 
Bad Habits stuffed under my coat. By the time I made it 
to the front of the line, I’m sure Dave feared for his life. 
Before him stood a sweating pile of nerves reaching 
under his coat. As he signed my book, my mind raced. 
“You’ve got to say something to him! He’s your hero!” 
(This was apparently my brain’s way of getting back at 
me for the hours of abuse I’ ve submitted it to, i.e, 
watching every episode of The Young Ones.) 

The search for a meaningful sentence to utter to your 
idol is an impossible one. “Your columns are really 
funny.” No. “I’ve written a few humor columns myself, 
but I had a dream that you didn’t like them.” Another 
bad choice. “I stalked you for six years when you lived 
in Philadelphia.” My lawyer would object. All I could 
think to say was, “Hey, I was that guy who clapped 
when you started talking about Rochester.” He smiled 
and said some nice things about my hometown before 
signing somebody else’s book and bidding me farewell. 

By this point I’m sure many of you have stopped 
reading this column to look in your Mental Illness 
Handbook to see just what I suffer from. Save your 
time, I know that it’s not normal for a person to get 
really nervous when meeting popcorn giant (about 5’ 
9”) Orville Reddenbocker (that’s a whole other story), 
but I can’t seem to help it. 


_ SEE" LAME" ON NEXT PAGE 


I met a famous guy last week. 


So TONIGHT THAT | Micur Ski 


HEATHER B. HAMILTON 


s a best-of-both-worlds pseudo-feminist, I am always on the lookout for activities that productively combine (a) non-gender specific clothing and (b) men who want to take 
A care of me. So I was very interested when my roommates offered to take me skiing over the President’s Day holiday. What sport better fuses androgyny with splendidly 

numerous mee maluies for near-death situations? (I am open to suggestions, none of which should involve extended periods of time in the Cougareat, though it would be 

= = > tempting.) 

* _ I'd been skiing once before, and the mere thought of those big brawny ski patrol studs was enough to propel me toward the 
= slopes again despite what some would consider a rather bad (hopelessly pathetic) first experience. You see; no one knows the thrill 
= of flying down a turbulent incline while wrapped in a mildewy plastic body bag and strapped horizontally with yards of barbed 
= chain to a wooden rescue sled until experiencing the ski patrol experience personally. Oh, the tenderness in his fingers as he flung 
me prostrate onto the snowy gurney, the softness in his voice as he demanded to know what the hell was I doing dodging helpless 
children (mind you, it wasn’t my fault, the little brat should have known that force = mass x acceleration). Ah yes, the compassion in 
- his eyes when he realized that there was a girl somewhere underneath those four layers of frozen, cotton thermal underwear. Again, 
it wasn’t my fault. It was a cruel joke on the part of my friends who convinced me that water-proof gear was for sissies and bunny- 
= hill babies. By the time I realized that green circles, blue squares, and black diamonds were not marshmallows of the Lucky Charm 
= variety, it was too late—this bunny-hill baby was on the ski-lift to hell. 
Anyway, my point is ski patrol men should come with conspicuous labels stating: WARNING: ABSOLUTELY FLAMMABLE. 
& HOT TO THE TOUCH. CONTENTS UNDER PRESSURE OF MAXIMUM MANLINESS. DO NOT PUNCTURE, INCINER- 
ATE, CHALLENGE TO A DUAL, OR FEED SUDAFED—SKI-GODLINESS MAY IGNITE SPONTANEOUSLY. KEEP OUT 
OF REACH OF HEAVY WOMEN. 

Encounters with the ski patrol must be the real essence of the sport, the method behind the madness of actually physically and 
monetarily supporting the insanity of voluntarily throwing one’s body down 60 degree slopes on waxed slabs of frictionless sleds 
with only two scrawny sticks for protection. What are those twigs for anyway? I tried, and they didn’t stop me from skidding 50 feet 
away from my skis, over a mogul abyss, and into an unsuspecting toddler—poor, poor baby. 

There is an art, or perhaps a warped sense of creativity, in manipulating a ski patrol man’s attention (this art is easy and well 
worth perfecting). It is the only thing I can perform with dexterity once my friends drag me kicking and screaming to the hills; I mean 


‘ Tr Lin hills-that-aren’ t-any-harder-than-what-you’ ve-been-doing-trust-us-we-won’ t-leave-you-bleeding-and-dangling-from-a-cliff-like- 
last-time type hills. In fact, on President’s Day I managed a down-hill ski-lift ride and a ski patrol snowmobile extravaganza with 
: 1a ee little effort. A few strategic tears, loud exaggerated sobs, and a quick tousle of my tresses to let him know that there was a female 


ess hiding in the space suit were all it took to kindle Dangerously Dynamic Darce, ski patrol man extraordinaire. Bon’t try these tactics 
more than once at the same resort else they leave you to bleed and die in the body bag—or revoke your lift-pass, whichever is worse. 


CONTINUED... 


LAME 


I’ve puzzled for some time about what to do about this situation and I think I’ve come __ look at this!” While still clasping my hands, I pulled my arms over my head till they were 


“up with a solution. I’ll change the subject and discuss a recent doctor’s appointment. in front of me. The med student screamed and said, “That can rip all of your ligaments out 
' Some doctor went nuts last month and declared me a freak of nature after I got of your shoulder and give you premature arthritis! It’s disgusting, come here and do it for 
“exceptional results on the University of Utah’s “range of motion test.” I was required to my friend.” I was diagnosed with “excessive motion in the shoulders” and sent back to 
take this test as part of my skiing job, apparently to provide employment for U of U pre- work. 
__med students. They kept pulling on my arms and writing things on sheets of paper. This While I’m not too worried about the “excessive motion” thing, I realized that I have a 
“gets old after several minutes, so I thought I’d liven things up a bit. I did a trick I learned Stupid Human Trick that I can perform on Letterman. Wow. This could be my ticket to 
when I was a kid. I held my hands behind my back and yelled, “Hey pre-med students, fame and fortune. If it works, they would fly me to New York and I would get to meet Mr. 


Letterman himself. I think I’ll put lifts in my shoes right now. 


top Twenty 


2. defiance Bottom Tem 
a Ihitehhihers statutory rape. 


deportation. u- 
4a. Kis HS inneail fimished cross- 


S&S. tree stuff word puzzies. 


©. BHeethovwen ald merece dane nd 
aroumd shirts. 


o-. Billy Barty Freaky Friday 


(the dwwart from Time Bandits) remake, fumenr- 
als. frosted lip- 


S&S. Adanma’”’s Apples stick. Americam 


9. dry erase marhers Express (the 
e me e ail i t 
BO@- Wramdciecer Butts Saw) Shtmey 

(dimiwe mae mutts) Houston 


EE. tam limes 


12. Captain Stubins 13. imféatuation 
aa. Cadbury Minmi-escss 
ES. swimsuits soft pormocraphy 
56. solo movie-watchins 
E'S. sexy Biology teachers 1S9- Jim Hensom 
| 19. International Cimemas 
[6 20. Orderins your cap and covwm 


To 


Student Review March 15, 1995 


® 
he 


« 
se 
Ms . 


he << 
es 

2 at 
‘ie 


’ 
’ 
. hs 
SA : 
4 
' 
) ‘ 
, Petes - 
+ 
; 
« g 
“ ; 
“ 
om © 
14 : 
* 
eis 4 
iS ee 
"eee 


(Brian (Evenson is a new ( Engl ish 6 What are the things people have found offensive in the book? 

) ra eae Ps ( an 7 Fm ; / yes . . . . 
P! aie SSO} a Bi igham Young ni é I think there is only a very small minority who find the book offensive and those that have usually point to the surface details. 
versity. His first book, Altmann’ 
Qongue, was published last August by ii 
Affi ed A. Kuopf, and received much things like that. Also, there are some people who want more direction in terms of the moral content of the book. Somehow they think I 


There is an occasional graphic depiction of violence and a great deal of tension, but I think it is much less than in horror novels and 


critical acclaim. S ome Bra PETE don’t give the reader enough idea of how to interpret the events in the book. 


istrators have expressed concern over s Do you think the problem with some people has been that they don’t understand the stories properly? 


th s is E ‘ 
1¢ contents of this book, appar ently as ¢ Yes, a lot of it comes from not understanding the stories and wanting to force individual and misguided interpretations of the 


a result of an anonymous Ictter that 


was sent last (\ctober to one of BYC's 
Orustees, She author of te teiter is ¢ What was your purpose for the violence or other things some people found disturbing in the book? 


stories on everybody else. I think that was definitely the case with the anonymous letter. 


a BYU graduate student, who com- ¢ I guess it’s a book that does shake people up. It’s a difficult book in some ways, and the reason I depicted violence in the ways I 
plained about a ‘BYC professor writ- did is that I was trying to make a distinction between what I was doing and what television violence does. I don’t glamorize violence. I 
ing a book like Alimann’s Qongue. 
Dhe following is an interview with 
‘Evenson on the situation: 


give it in a very straight fashion and I think that’s one thing people find very difficult. It’s very quiet and very controlled but it’s not 


glamorized. People have a hard time when faced with violence that is quite authentic. They don’t know what to do with it. 


fs Do you think, with all the press this has gotten, people are misunderstanding what the actual content of the book is? 
As: think that’s always the case. Every book is marketed in some way or another, is marketed by the press, with the book jacket and other things like that almost promoting 
misunderstanding, because misunderstanding often breeds sales. I think the press of course has chosen to emphasize certain issues as they’ve gone along, and that has perhaps led to 


misunderstanding. But then again, that’s something the press often does. 


Do you think it’s a mistake to label the book as horror fiction? 
¢ Yes. I don’t see it as horror fiction, I see it as‘imaginative fiction and as literary fiction. It has received quite a bit of acclaim as an aestheti- 


cally and artistically successful book and it doesn’t have much to do with horror at all. The way horror uses violence is very gratuitous, and 
there is no direction to the violence. There is nothing gratuitous or uncontrolled in my book. 
ls What kind of feedback had you gotten about your book from other BYU faculty members before the letter? 
é Before the anonymous letter came out, many faculty members were very positive about the book. Even those who haven’t liked the 
book as much have recognized the validity of the project and my right to do it. That has continued to be the case even after the anonymous 
letter. With the appearance of the letter, what becomes clear is that there is something problematic about the way the university handles 
anonymous letters, not only in my case, but with other cases too. 

ls. Was BYU aware of your book’s content when you were hired? 

¢ They had in my application packet several of the stories in the book. I talked about it in my various interviews. I made it available to 
several of the people in the English department. I discussed with several people in the creative writing section my fears about what people 


might think of it and was reassured by them. They were aware of it, and if they weren’t aware of it, it was because they didn’t bother to 


read the stuff. I did everything I could to make them aware of it. 


le So was there any hint then that this might become an issue? 

$ No. Quite the opposite. 

le Has the feedback changed much since the letter? 

2 I haven’t gotten much negative response. I’ve gotten a lot of positive response and a lot of people interested. A lot of people see it 
as an academic freedom issue and perhaps a test case for academic freedom at the university. There have been those kinds of responses. There have been a few negative 

responses, like in the Daily Herald, in the letters to the editors there, but those are so unreasoned that I find it hard to take them seriously. In fact, most of the responses that are nega- 


tive I have a hard time taking seriously because they are often ungrounded, ignorant of aesthetics and contemporary fiction, or based on personal taste. 


I$ It also seemed to me that in many cases people commenting haven’t even read the book. 
3 Yes, it’s clear that in many cases people haven’t read it. 
fe Have you spoken to Jay Fox or other administration officials directly about this situation? 
Ahr I’ve spoken to Jay Fox on several occasions and we are seeing what we can do to work things out. I spoke to Randall Jones, who’s the dean [of the Humanities College], at one 
point, and also to Todd Britsch, who’s the academic vice president. I’m supposed to meet at some point with Bruce Hafen and Rex Lee, but that hasn’t been arranged yet. 
i/o Who exactly is involved in making the decisions? 
$1 don’t think it’s clear exactly who is deciding. The university has said in print that they don’t know if they can support my next book. Before that there were implications that 
Jay Fox found the book problematic and that he didn’t want me to publish another one like it. Since then he has withdrawn those statements. Right now, it’s up in the air and I'll see 
what happens as I meet with people. As a faculty member here, BYU has an obligation to make their expectations clear to me. If they don’t make their expectations clear to me in terms 
of my work, and make them clear to me in a way that others can be aware of as well, in case it has an effect on them, then they’re not living up to their obligations. 
fe Do you think poor communication has complicated the situation? 
£ Sure. There has been a lot of misunderstanding going on, both on my part and on the part of my chairman. Also, the press has complicated the situation tremendously, because 
every paper says something a little different, and emphasizes things a little differently 


¢ What exactly is at stake? Your job? Your next book? 


$1 was given notice that if I published another book like this there would be repercussions, and I’m not exactly sure what those are. Since then, that has been at least partly 


withdrawn, and now I’m not exactly sure what’s at stake. Before I publish my next book I feel they should make clearer what is at stake. 


je Are you postponing the publication of your next book until you reach a solution? 


¢ No. I am moving ahead with it. It is out at a publisher now, and I don’t know if that publisher will take it, but I see no reason to halt at all. I hope we can come to a resolution 


before that, but they haven’t given me adequate reasons to postpone, 


fe Have you been asked to postpone it or modify it? 


¢ It has been suggested to me that certain administrators, including my chair, think it is inappropriate to publish another book like Altmann’s Tongue, though their objections have 


remained vague. I think Altmann’s Tongue is a difficult book, but I also see it as an ethically and artistically successful book, and one that has a place at BYU. 


So the administrators haven’t seen a manuscript of the second book? Are they basing their objections on the contents of your first book? 
¢ Well, what will be objected to is me publishing another book that has similarities to the first. 


le Do you think this situation has affected your writing of the second book, or any of your other writing projects? 


¢ I think so; it always has an effect on you. One thing that BYU has kind of counted on is that by just making suggestions to faculty they can make them avoid difficult and 


controversial topics, and many faculty members have been willing to accept what I think are unfair or unjust restraints. But I wrote this second book before I had any idea there was an 


anonymous letter in place or knew there were any objections to my first book, so it didn’t really impact that. I’ve written a third book which is a rough draft and I think there is some 


impact there. It certainly makes for a poor working environment to have this kind of questioning going on, and without those questions being clear. If you’re going to object to the book 


in ways that might affect my university position, I think you have an obligation to object to it in aesthetic or academic terms. In the position I’m in-now, if they object to it because they 


don’t think it’s nice, that looks terrible. It has quite an impact on how our school is perceived by other schools. 


@ Do you think BYU should regulate or be involved in its faculty’s publications? 


@ There are some things that we feel should be regulated in the academic freedom document, projects that criticize the Church excessively or counteract the Honor Code. In this 


case, none of those things are at stake. There has to be a certain amount of academic control at the university because of the nature of the institution, but I think that should be kept at a 


minimum. There has to be individual freedom as well. If we’re going to have a serious university, we’re going to have to insure that individual academic freedom. Faculty have the 


tight to do sophisticated or unsettling work. 


ls Does it specify in the academic freedom statement who regulates these things? 


¢ It’s the administration, in a broad sense, but it’s not clear. The way the university works is that for continuing status, you go first before a vote of the department, and then 


everyone up along the line ratifies that vote or chooses to disagree with it. Then, if they choose not to give you continuing status, you can demand a hearing. 


fe Are you coming up for continuing status soon? 


¢ Not until 1997, which will be my three year review. 
ls What repercussions have you seen already, if any? 
¢ I think there are a lot of people who think the university has acted rather foolishly in this regard. It certainly hasn’t helped BYU’s national or local image. 
fe What consequences do you foresee if you are fired or resign? 
¢ Well, if I’m fired I think the consequences to the university will be immense.-I am one of the 
few here who has published with a first-rate national press, and one of the few who has received quite 
a bit of acclaim nationally for my book. I’m very active in academic publishing as well. I’ve pub- 
lished as much as anyone who has been here under ten years. I think the consequences might be that 
people will look at this and wonder whether BYU is really interested in having an academic univer- 
sity. And I think it will make it very difficult-it’s already quite difficult—for students in the English 
program to get into first rate graduate schools. 

@ Wha! motivations do you have for dealing with this situation, rather than just leaving BYU? 

¢ I think there are a couple. I think BYU will be a really good university if it is willing to 
commit to academic excellence, and I think it can do this without sacrificing any kind of honor code. 
I think that I’m in a position where I can help them make that commitment to academic excellence. 
Another thing is that I'd like to see if we can work the situation out in a way that won't make it any 
more public than it already is, because it’s very harmful for the students, and in a situation like this 
the only people that suffer are the students. Any controversy sells more books for me and the more 
controversy there is the more likely I am to get a job elsewhere. The administrators are fairly 
job-secure and insulated. The people who are going to be really affected are students. If there’s a 
sense—and I think there already is a sense that I don’t think is justified, because we have a number of 
good teachers and scholars here—but if there is a sense that BYU isn’t teaching its students as effec- 


tively as other universities, then students are going to have a harder and harder time gaining respect 


from graduate schools and getting into graduate schools. 
fe Do you see a resolution in the near future? 
¢ 1 don’t know if I see a resolution or not. I hope that the administration will be willing to work 


towards a résulution, but indications are mixed at this point. 


Note: This interview was given last week. Since that time, Professor Evenson has had the meeting 
with university officials mentioned in the interview. He has been informed that they do not see the 
validity of Altmann’s Tongue or its appropriateness for Brigham Young University, and will not support his writing another book along sirilar lines. 


Next week there willbe on interview here on these some issues wth Brent Horker, who wil be specking on bel of he'BYU administration 
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rom the beginning, Pulp Fiction hits you with trantic energy. Two small-time crooks This detail seems meaningless until the watch compels Butch to return to his apartment, 
(Amanda Plummer and Tim Roth—both appealingly grimy) decide on a whim to rob __ kill Travolta, and eventually liberate the boss. All of this mingled detail has a twisted 


the coffee shop where they’re having breakfast. In a flash, they’re wielding their sense of plot, of story, and of heroism. 
pistols like water guns, shouting obscenities at the middle-aged clientele, and suddenly Ultimately, however, it looks too much like Quentin’s Playhouse. His own obsession 
they freeze..The scene cuts to a twanging, churning, surfer-guitar frenzy and tacky B- with television culture permeates the film. Characters seem to live in their own decades, 
movie titles done in blood red. It has the look and feel of Mission Impossible, Spiderman, dressing and speaking in unidentifiable pastiches the idealized forms of the fifties’ tough 
and The Mod Squad. It’s the world of director Quentin Tarrantino’s not-too-distant guy idiom, sixties’ idealism, and seventies’ tackiness. Women in the film are inconse- 
television childhood. quential, except for their unbearable sexiness. Maria de Madeiros has a face which 
And so the film sets its course. It is, for the most part, a dizzy, lurching, day-and-night captivates the camera. Rosanna Arquette has a stud in her tongue which “helps fellatio,” 


in the life of Los Angeles thugs and criminals, set to the beat of Tarrantino’s obsession ‘ and Uma, well, she’s Uma. Different settings are littered with Generation X 
with popular culture. Yes, it’s another celebration of the images and sounds Ce paraphernalia—the Game of Life, Operation, cheesy cold cereal (in 
that make up the aesthetic background of my generation. It claims to be his Rolling Stone interview Tarrantino tells of a high point in 
postmodern, using fiction as a reference point for fiction. And it’s a the movie making when he got to play his Welcome Back 
sell-out. Kotter game with John Travolta). 

There are some central plots which intertwine, and move Although it succeeds more admirably than Oliver 
forward and backward in time. Two hired guns, played by Stone’s Natural Born Killers, Pulp Fiction still fails to 
John Travolta and Samuel L. Jackson, are traveling to the make its point effectively. It tries to show us that 
low-rent apartment of some college boys who have violence is senseless by showing us senseless 
ripped off the big boss, Marselic Wallace. Quentin violence. The humor keeps us moving with the 
plays with the buddy-movie idiom, with the two film, but it never quite persuades because it 
bantering and challenging each other in a pseudo- never moves itself too far beyond a made-for- 
Socratic dialogue which focuses on the recent near- television aesthetic. In one scene we watch up 
death of one of their colleagues, thrown off a close as John Travolta shoots heroin. The 
balcony for giving the boss’s wife a footrub. needle breaks the skin in slow motion. 
Travolta has been assigned to entertain the wife Blood flows artistically into the barrel. 
that night while the boss is out of town. Their This is deep? My Oscar grudge this year 
conversation, like the film, has a faux depth, the is the failure of the Academy to 
soundofphilosophy, although in the end, like their recognize the tremendous work of 


earlier musings on the essential differences Samuel L. Jackson, who delivers his 
between European x and American culture lines, including a long, obtuse 
(Quarter pounder with cheese in passage from Ezekiel, with fire and 
Amsterdam is “Royale with cheese”—no hip grandeur. True to form, the. 
metric system) itis so much wa sound and generation of media-raised critics 


stark 
mis- 
that 


fury. All of this plays off the 
brutality of their 
sion, suggesting 
good guys and 

bad guys 

aren’t really 

all that 

different; 

they’ ve all got a 
job to do. 

This challenging 
of our notions of 
heroism and the justifica- 
tions for violence is one of 
the strongest features of the film. 
You are denied the luxury of 
knowing who to root for. The 
boss’s wife (Uma Thurman, 
looking funky) overdoses on 
heroin, and has to be revived 
on the dealer’s living room 
floor with an adrenaline shot 
to the heart. As she lurches 
forward, hypodermic needle 
handing from her chest, you 
want to cheer, I guess. When 
Bruce Willis saves the big 
boss who earlier wanted 
him dead, again your easy 
sense of poetic justice is 
assaulted. Are you glad 
that the red-neck rapists 
are dead? Is the drug lord 
now a benevolent hero? 

The movie plays with 
your sense of time, so 
that you learn about 
characters piece by 
piece. Butch (Willis) is 
shown as a child, 
receiving from his 
dead father’s army 
buddy a watch 
which has been 
passed down from 
his great-grandfa- 
ther. His own 
father hid the watch 
in his rectum for 
five years ina ‘ 
Vietnam POW camp. 
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is happier to see John Travolta 
back on the payroll than it is to 
acknowledge the powerful 
work of a truly talented 
actor. You get the idea that 
Quentin wants it that way.’ 


reached the peak. Icy winds blew 
[ees and the sun glared in my 
eyes in the thin air. I was out of breath 
: from my long climb, and I leaned up 
against one carved lacquer pillar of the 
/ open-air temple. I didn’t dare look down at 
the spectacular vista of valleys and forests 
spread out like a patchwork quilt below 


me; at this height even the thought made 


think of the “50s, what do you think of? 
Bobby sox, Elvis Presley, stuff like that, 
right? The Golden Age of Rock ‘n’ Roll. 
But Elvis didn’t start playing with ‘That’s 
Alright, Mama’ until around 1957. The 
whole rock and roll thing didn’t happen 
until the late ‘50s. Before that it was all 
jazz. Bebop, man. (Which, of course, 
started in the late ‘40s.) Furthermore, that 
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na __ decades shouldn’t be measured from the 0 
to the 0, but from the 5 to the 5. 

2 “Just think about it for a second,” he 
said, warming to his topic. “When you. 


me dizzy. E 

Finally I recovered my strength and 
approached the sage. He sat silently in the 
lotus position, eyes closed, body wrapped 
only in a white cloth. He seemed quite 
undisturbed by the cold and wind. 

I prostrated myself on the ancient 
windswept stones and asked my question. 

“O Great Guru, pray answer my 
question. What’s the deal with this ‘70s 
retro thing?” 

The sage’s eyes snapped open, startled. 
He glared at me for amoment. Then his 
eyes Closed again, his attitude of compo- 
sure restored. At length, he spoke. 

~““My son, you must first question all you 
know. 

“Know you not what the great teacher 
Men-tsu Ushinau said? I paraphrase from 
his great discourse in that ancient philo- 
sophical text, Rolling Stone. This was 
written back in the “60s, of course, when 
the magazine was cool. Every decade 
flowers in the middle, he said. 

“From this we may extrapolate further 
and come to the conclusion that culturally, 


innocent spirit of the early rock and roll 
continued into the early “60s. 

“When you think of the ‘60s, of course, 
it’s Beatles psychedelia, Jimi Hendrix, love 
beads, Eric Clapton. The whole Haight- 
Ashbury hippie thing. But when did that all 
start to happen? When did the Beatles start 
to get weird? Not until 1965. Until then, 
everybody was pretty much straight, 
neckties and stuff like that. A continuation 
of the late ‘50s. Hendrix was all within the 
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“’,. What do you read, my lord?... 
Words, words,words.” 


“’,.Say it loud and there’s music playing—say it soft 
and it’s almost like praying...” 


Have you ever had a brilliant idea but couldn’ t find the words 
to describe it? Have you ever been talking to someone and they say a 
word that simply is not stored in your tiny brain? Well I have, and it’s 
not a pretty experience. 

I have always had a little obsession with vocabulary. Ever since fifth 
grade when I spelled “barrel” wrong and was only one mistake away from being put in 
sixth grade spelling I have been hyper about words. Whenever I read The New Yorker I 
have to write down every word I don’t quite know the definition of (which is about every 
other word) and look it up in the dictionary. Last summer I read a collection of stories by 
Thomas Mann and I filled an entire journal with words I had to look up; that guy had a 
pretty big vocabulary (by the way, when I said I filled up an entire journal I was using 
hyperbole-that’s a good word to remember). 

But having a huge vocabulary isn’t what it’s all about. You can know every word in 
the dictionary but if you don’t Jove the words, the sound of them, the physical saying of 
them, there’s no point. Maybe I’ m just a sappy English major but words give me joy. 
When I read a good sonnet by Elizabeth Barrett Browning I feel like I just ate a pint of 
Coffee Haagen Dasz. Words satisfy not only our aesthetics and our emotions but also our 
spirits; words are our connection with other people and with the universe. I don’t even 
have to explain the Christian significance of the Word; language is the medium of creation 
and salvation. Pretty cool, huh? 

All this profundity (there’s a good word) aside, there are just some words which are 
wonderful to speak. Take the word Degoba, for instance (that’s where Yoda lived, 
remember). Say it over a few times, quietly. Doesn’t it feel nice? Doesn’t it roll around on 
your tongue like a mouthful of mashed potatoes? Now say “the Degoba system” a few 
times. Even better, right? In your best Alec Guiness voice say “Luke; you will go to the 
Degoba system.” This is what I’ m talking about; this is language at its best, the kind of 
words you want to say just because they give you joy (well they give me joy anyway). 

So I asked a bunch of people which words gave them joy, and I suspect that many of 
them were just trying to flaunt their own rippling vocabularies, but these are some good 
words. Look them up with your friends; impress your professors; say them over and over 
like a mantra; insert one or two in the course of conversation on your next date and watch _ 
‘the sparks fly. (Sorry, I’m just not going to arrange them in alphabetical order. Way too 
much work.) . 


numerical “60s, but the last couple of 
Doors albums (can you think of a more 
typical ‘60s band?) were in the ‘70s. The 
whole hippie thing actually continued, 
culturally, into the early ‘70s. You can see 
it clearly in the work of Led Zeppelin. 
Their early albums were unmistakably 
products of the hippie ethos, and any 
photos of the band before 1975 or so show 
four guys in vests and beads and long hair, 
bandannas, scarves, the whole works. 
“And this lasted until 1975 or so. What 
you think of as the “70s—disco, gold neck 
chains, feathered hairdos, etc—didn’t get 
into full swing until the late ‘70s. And it 
didn’t die out until the ’80s were well 
underway. The Village People, Abba, all of 
them were selling albums well past 1979. 
And even though synthesizers replaced 
strings, that disco influence continued in 
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music well into the ’80s.” 

I found myself nodding my head in 
agreement. I was thinking of my junior 
high yearbooks, from 1982 through 1984, 
and all the feathered hair in those pages. 
The sage was right. 

“By your reasoning, O Great One, we 
are presently at the end of a cultural decade 
that began in 1985,” I said. 

“It’s obvious, isn’t it? What’s every- 
body into now? This ‘alternative’ thing. 
Well, it can be traced to bands like REM, 
the Smiths, the Cure, Depeche Mode, etc. 
And when did they really begin to get big? 
After 1985.” 

I'Was astounded. It was all clear to me. 
“O Enlightened One, you are truly amaz- 
ing.” 

“Dat’s right, jack.” 
“Only two questions linger in my mind, 
though. Might I ask them?” 

“Of course.” 

“This is 1995. That means we’re on the 
eve of a new cultural era. What will it be?” 

“T know the answer to that one,” he said 
quickly. “But I am forbidden to tell you.” 

I thought about this for a moment, but 
then realized he was right. 

“Well, then, O Wise Thing, you still 
have not answered my first question, the 
one that brought me all this way to your 
place of deep meditation. What’s the deal 
with this “70s retro thing?” I bowed my 
head again in reverence. 

Nothing was said. I waited. Finally, I 
ventured to look up. 

The sage was just staring off into the 
distance. I thought I saw a tear creep down 
his cheek, but it could have been a stray 
snowflake in the glaring sunlight. 
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ediscombobulate 
: «tender 
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epitch 
*myriad 
emilieu 


serendipity 
etravesty 
ebucolic 
eundulate 
epeon 
ehoneyed 
eenskied 
esigh 
“ebb 


ad 


«coalesce 


“indefatigable 
epastiche 


emellifluous 
ehegemony 
“visceral 
eflummox 
“onomatopoei 
ebawdy 
ediscursive 
bane 
esalient 
efallow 
ecyclops Ce) 
(I especially like the Greek pronunciation: kyk/ops) 
*eoregano 
earable 


“crust 
So those are just a few of the wonderful words people like to say. Good luck with 


them; use them wisely. 
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volatile word, even in Mormondom. Despite 
that, obedience to authority is one of 
Mormonism’s central theological tenets, with 
attitudes among modern members ranging 
from blind submission to raging hostility. 
Personally, I’ve always held very strong 
opinions on authority, and I must admit that 
subordinating myself to it has never been one 
of my fortes. But since I’ve never been a 
“rebel without a cause, but looking for one,” I 
usually get along with my leaders just fine. It 
was with this mindset and experience that, in 
1991, I entered the mission field. And what a 
wild ride that was! Hopefully, a few of the 
following experiences will give some insight 
into why I feel the way I do about authority. 
The names have been changed to protect the 
guilty. 

It all started in November of 1991 at my 
first zone conference. It had been droning on 
for hours, and since I could barely understand 
the language, another elder was translating 
for me. Just as I thought I was about to drift 
off, President Jones made a statement that 
had me glued to his talk in disbelief— “J 
know your sins.” President Jones proceeded 
to explain that, as mission president, if we, 
his missionaries, ever sinned during our missions, he 
would instantly know what we’d done, as if there were a 
mission satellite which was picking up our “sin transmis- 
sion” and beaming them into his head. He further stated 
that although he was privy to all this juicy information, he 
would never actually confront us with it. Instead, we 
should come to him. By the end of our missions, if we 
hadn’t confessed, he would sign our temple recommends 
anyway, as if he didn’t know, and we would have to “live 
with the sin on our heads,” and face the Lord on Judgment 
day,” etc. So the only sensible thing for us to do would be 
to just confess to him, since he already knew anyway. 

At this point, I turned to my translator and asked if I'd 
understood correctly. He assured me that I had. I didn’t 
know whether to be insulted or to laugh. “But surely no 
one’s buying this,” I said. “I mean this is such a blatantly 
obvious manipulation device, and not even a good one at 
that.” My translator just looked at me and smiled, as if to 
say, "Look, you’re new here. In a few months you'll get 
used to stuff like this.” Boy was he nght. 

I left that conference still trying to convince myself that 
most everyone recognized President Jones’ claims to be as 
ludicrous as I did, but I was troubled by the undeniable fact 
that nobody seemed to question it. To me, manipulation is 
manipulation, and to call it anything else, just because it 
came from a mission president, would be obscuring the 
fact. As Shakespeare might have said, a rose by any other 
name would smell just as sour. The bottom line was that 
President Jones had made an outrageous personal claim in 
order to guilt-trip the elders into developing spurious 
motives for confession and repentance, rather than relying 
on the higher motives of honesty, integrity, and personal 
morality. 

By about a month after the conference, I managed to 
forget about this incident. I assumed it was too silly to 
devote serious attention to. Little did I know that the 
ramifications of it would soon come back to haunt me. 
Christmas day, 1991, my companion, Elder Gomez, and I, 
along with two sisters, went to a member’s house for 
lunch. After eating, our host showed us his collection of 
military firearms and asked us to come out back for some 
target practice. Forgetting the mission rule prohibiting this, 
we graciously accepted without thinking. After about 20 
minutes of blowing away various targets, we all left. My 
companion asked the sisters why they looked so despon- 
dent. They informed us that we had just violated a mission 
rule. Realizing this was true, my companion turned to me 
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and suggested that we both confess to the mission presi- 
dent. And then it happened: one of the sisters turned to my 
companion and said, “but Elder Gomez, President Jones 
already knows.” Elder Gomez looked at her and replied, 
“Oh yeah, you’re right.” I turned and waited for a snicker, 
a smile, or some hint of a sarcastic response. It never came. 
This was perfectly normal to everyone but me. To them the 
idea that our infraction had instantly registered in the 
president’s brain, upon commission, was unquestioned. I 
pondered what had just transpired, and thought to myself, 
“Oh my gosh, I’m amidst a band of raving lunatics.” This 
was the first, but certainly not the last time I felt like that in 
the mission field. 


President Jones’ new doctrinal innovation was to have — 


other effects which were even more absurd than my own 
experience on Christmas day. I was not present during the 
following experience, but several elders confirmed the — 
story. Apparently, President Jones was disturbed because 
baptisms were down, so he proceeded to enlighten the 
elders on one of his favorite subjects. “Do you know why 
we’re not having baptisms?” he exclaimed. “It’s because 
there are elders in this room who are masturbating !” This 
was somewhat shocking, but the truth is, this really didn’t 
surprise me when I heard it. After all, masturbation is the 
“universal scapegoat.” All of the world’s problems, 
whether they be low baptisms, investigators not coming to 
church, or the thinning of the ozone layer, are, at one time 
or another, blamed on masturbation. It’s a convenient cop- 
out, used by those who would rather not face the real cause 
of the problems and blame them on some unrelated vice. 
But after President Jones made his statement, the few 
sisters in the room gasped in unison, shocked that the 
president had made such an explicit comment. President 
Jones then turned to the sisters and exclaimed, “and there 
are also sisters in this room who are masturbating.” I can 
only imagine the scene. But consider how much more 
shocking this must have been, considering the already 
discussed “I know your sins” declaration. To many, 
President Jones hadn’t made some unsubstantiated 
accusation. He knew that what he was saying was a fact. 
Now, after all of this, I know what many of you are 
thinking. That “the Church is perfect, but the members 
aren’t.” Well, that isn’t the point. Having attended the 
Mormon church for 22 years, I have found that people are 
readily willing to believe this. I am used to dealing with 
statements like these by ignoring them. My attitude has 
turned into something like this—there is no sense bitching 
about fanatic leaders in positions of authority, or blaming 
the system for creating these people, because that is both 


naive and non-productive. The fact is, all 
organizations, cultures, and world movements 
- are going to have their share of loony-toons, 


and there is no reason why Mormons 
shouldn’t as well. Part of life and being a 
member of the Church, in my opinion, is 
learning how to develop the patience and 
tolerance needed to deal with all types of - 
people, even the ones I’ ve discussed. 

So what is the point, why dwell on this? 
Basically, I think it’s important that we all ask 
ourselves a serious question. Are these stories 
really just funny, or are they scary? To me 
they are both, to some degree, but what 
concerns me is not so much what the mission 
president said but rather the fact that so many 
missionaries believed him. Now you may 
laugh and say, “yeah that’s pretty nutty, but 
that never would’ ve happened in my mission,’ 

| but I wouldn’t be so sure. There is no reason 
| to believe that my mission was any less 
‘representative of Mormon demographics than 
any other. Presumably, every mission is a 
microcosm of Mormondom,, statistically 
reflecting the diversity of all 19 to 21-year- 
old, active Mormon males. What was true for 
the elders in my mission, therefore, would 
most likely have been true for any other group 
of elders under the same sort of circumstances. I think we 
need to ask ourselves how we would have reacted in these 
situations, and what we need to do to maintain a proper 
perspective. I don’t claim to have all the answers, but I feel 
like I do understand part of the problem. We, as members 
of the Mormon Church, are often inclined to want to draw 
clear and rigid lines between what we can always accept as 
infallible authority, and what might be suspect. Unfortu- 
nately, such clear lines may not really exist to the extent 
that we want them to. But maybe that isn’t really unfortu- 
nate after all. Maybe that was how it was meant to be. If 
so, our challenge is to maintain the precarious balance 
between trust in authority and personal judgment. And this 
challenge is not just a modern phenomenon. Consider the 
early Church council on the subject. (While substituting 
the idea of “obedience” with that of belief.) 

“To what extent is obedience to those who hold the 
Priesthood required?...willing obedience to the laws of 
God, administered by the priesthood, is indispensable to 
salvation; but we would further add, that a proper conser- 
vative to this power exists for the benefit of all, and none 
are required to tamale and blindly submit to a man because 
he has a portion of the Priesthood. We have heard men — 
who hold the priesthood remark that they would do 
anything they wer- iold to do by those who presided over 
them, if they knc.v 1t was wrong; but such obedience as 
this is worse than folly to us; it is slavery in the extreme; 
and the man who would this willingly degrade himself, 
should not claim rank among intelligent beings, until he 
turns away from his folly. A man of God...would despise 
the idea. Others, in the extreme exercise of the Almighty 
authority have taught that such obedience was necessary, 
and that no matter what the Saints were told to do by their 
presidents, they should do it without asking any questions. 

When the elders of Israel will so far indulge in these 
extreme notions of obedience as to teach them to the 
people, it is generally because they have it in their hearts to 
do wrong themselves.” (Millennial Star, vol. 14, no. 38, 
pp. 593-95.) 

It is my hope that we, as members of the Church, can 
remember that unconditional belief in authority can, in 
some circumstances, be very misguided and self- 
delusioned, unless it is tempered with a little common 
sense and level-headed thinking. All in all, I had a great 
mission experience, although sometimes I can’t decide if it 
was because of the unforgettable anecdotes like these or in 


J 


"spite of them. One thing I would like to suggest with 


certainty however, is that as we put our hearts into the 
Church, we do not forget to bring our heads along as well. 
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FILM 

*International Cinema, 250 SWKT, 378- 
5751. Mar. 14-18: General Della 
Rovere da Woman in the 
Dunes An anese), Commissar (Rus- 
sian). Call for showtimes. 


~ *Tower Theatre, 9th E. & 9th S., SLC, 
297-4041. 


Mar 17-23: Plan Ten From 
Outer Space Comedy about Mormons, 
sex, and ey ‘anya on 42nd 
Street, The Wonderful Horrible 
Life of Leni Riefenstahl. Call for 
showtimes. ; 
*Movies 8, call 375-5667; eight great 
flicks for ony $1.50. 
*Academy Theatre/Provo, 56 N. Univ., 
call 373-4470 for showtimes. 


_ *Carillon Square/Orem, next to Ross, call 


224-5112 for showtimes. : 
*Cineplex Odeon/Orem at Univ. Mall, 
call 224-6622 for showtimes. 

*Central Square Theater/Provo, call 374- 
6061 for showtimes. 


ge Theatre/Orem, 745 S. State, call 


5-2560 for showtimes. 
*Varsity Theatre/BY U Campus, call 378- 
3311 for showtimes. : 
*Sundance Film Series; classic films at 
Sundance for only $2.50, call 225-4100 
for showtimes. é 


CONCERTS : 

L.A. Guns, March 15 at Fairgrounds 
Horticulture Building. For tickets call 
1800-888-TIXX. 

Salt Lake Symphony, March 16-18 at 
Temple oes Assembly Hall. 

Call 466-3377 for more info. 

Weezer and Archers of Loaf, March 16 at 
State Fairgrounds Horticulture Building. 
at Crandall. ‘Sete 
ka Patricks Day with Let’s Go Bowling, 


Skankin’ Pickle, Stretsch acastronng, 
Aquabats, and Soda Jerks, March 17 at 
x = SC gym. Tickets $7.50 at Sonic Gar- 


den. 
_ Intermountain Chamber Orchestra 


Se March 18 at St. Mark’s Cathedral, 231 E. 


100, Tickets $7.50. Call 943-2262 for 


more info. ; ; 
Hole with Catherine, March 20 at Saltair. 
Call 1 800-888-TIXX for tickets. 

Pantera, March 25 at Saltair. Call 1 800- 
888-TIXX for tickets. : 
Bullet Boys, March 30 at Starr Studios, 
966 S. Redwood Road. Call 972-5961 for 
more info. 


FOOD TO GO 


First Wok 


Chinese Restaurant 


~ Namep By Utan Hocipay MAGIZINE 
~ Best CHINESE Foop IN ALL 
THE ONLY AUTHENTIC CHINESE RESTAURANT IN TOWN 


Fine Mandarin & Szechuan Cuisine 
SEPARATE BANQUET ROOMS 
TO ACCOMODATE 20, 50 OR MORE 
LUNCHEON SPECIALS FROM $295 


NEXT TO PIONEER DRIVE-IN ¢ IN SOUTH PROVO 
OPEN 6 DAYS A WEEK 


373-7203 


1425 SO. STATE, PROVO 
(OLD SPRINGVILLE HIGHWAY) 


11:30 a.m.—2:30 p.m. & 4:36 p.m.—10:00 p.m. 


The Nylons, March 31 at Austad Theater, 
Browning Center, Weber State University. 
Tickets are $20, available at all WSU 
ticket offices. This concert will benefit 
Enable Industries. .Call 626-6500. 

Sarah McClachlan with Paula Cole, Apr 
1 a Saltair. Call 1800-888-TIXX for 
tickets. 


CULTURE 

*MUSEUM OF ART: 

*CCA Christianson’s Mormon Panorama: 
The beehive is beautiful. Murs 
*150 Years of American Paintings: Now- 


Aug. 


ESSENTIAL PHONE NUMBERS: 
Sounds Easy, 375-7368 

Utah S we ony, 533-NOTE 

BYU Traffic Office, 378-4906 
UTAH JAZZ, 355-DUNK 

The Garrens, 379- 

Hansen Planetarium, 538-2098 
Lenito’s, 377-822 

Krishna Temple, 798-3559 

Pueblo Nuestro Folklore, 773-7104 
IRS Questions, 800-829-1040 
Mama’s Cafe, 373-1525 

Avalon Theatre ey, 226-0258 
LeMars Nightclub, 373-9014 

Hale Theatre, Orem, 226-8600 
Mr, Rub Massages (full body), 226-6555 
BYU Ticket Office (HFAC), 378-4332 
Dial-A-Story, 379-6675 

Ask-A-Nurse, 377- 

Big D’s Pawn Shop, 763-0791 

Orrin Hatch, 375-7881 

Sonic Garden, 37SONIC 

Dime Arcade, 373-7555 

UTA, 375-4636 

DMV, 800-451-6496 

SmithTix, 800-888-TIXX 

Testing Center, 378-6129 

Lenito’s (Orem), 221-8226 

Bob’s Discount Auto Parts, 373-8888 
LDS Social Services, 378-7620 

BYU Swim Team, 378-BY U1 

Juice n’ Java, 375-54 

Pier 59 (Travis and Enoch), 377-1475 
Beautiful (the Dog), 374-8144 

The Station, 377-5454 

FBI, 374-5332 

Testing Center, 378-6129 

BYU Custodians, 378-5522 

Road Conditions, 1 800-492-2400 
Utah County Jail, 370-8850 
Marriage Licenses, 370-8109 
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Foreign Cars 
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Campus Sporlight 


On Thursday, March 16 
Jens Gerhard HeieberG, 
President and CEO of 
1994 Lillehammer 
Olympics, 
will be speaking in 
321 MSRB atl 1:00. 


On Thursday, March 16 
FOR ANYONE iNTERESTEd 
in public schools, 
Stacey Best, (author of 
Nobody Don't Love 
Nobody), and teachers 
from The suRROUNdING 
area will be speaking 
from 6:00 to 8:00 in 
113 McKay Bldg. 


On Tuesday, March 21 
The Honors Program 
and HSAC will be 
holding the annual 
Bagel Bash 
at 7:00 in 321 MSRB. 
FREE bagels for all. 


SPRING IS JUST AROUND THE CORNER, 
SO MAKE SURE YOUR CAR IS PREPARED. 


imPorRT 


Just South of the Overpass 
374-8881 


Student Review March 15,1995 


MARCH BOXING 
BLOWOUT 


ind a St -m € HEAVYWEIGHT DOUBLEHEADER 
| Movie g —- 
Saturday, March 11 LIVE! 
Riddick Bowe 
vs. Herbie Hide 


Michael Moorer 
vs. Jimmy Thunder 


FRIDAY PREMIERES 


Friday, March 17- CHASERS 
Comedy, action, drama, with 
Tom Berenger and Erika Eleniak. 
Friday, March 24- I'LL DO 
ANYTHING 
Comedy, drama with Nick Nolte. 
Friday, March 31- SERIAL MOM 
Comedy with Kathleen Turner, 
Sam Waterston and Ricki Lake. 
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SKA Patricks \ Gr 
DAY? Hmmm... $7.50 


in advance at 
Sonic Garden, Crandall Audio, 
Modified Music, The Rock Garden, 
and Competition Cycles and Boards. 
$10 at the door. 


rey SKANKIN’ PICKLE and 
#2 Lets Go BOWLNG 


with 
| _C.D.'s 
Fe aes STRETS CH ($6.99 & above ) 
=" gm ARMSTRONNG 
. THE AQUABATS 


NEN 2 and THE SODA JERKS 


doors open at 6:30 7 
show starts at P. M e 


A. Some Gawen Concer 
AAMIHOS Propuetion 
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($5.99 & above) 
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